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Between the apocalyptic Hugo of Mr. Swin-
burne's hysterical laudation and the pinchbeck
figure which his so-called spealistic” eritics have
made out of the famous French novelist and

poet, ther> stands an individuality which s

harder to grasp than elther of the two inven-

tlons, because It is more complex, but one o

which the sane student Is bound to he Inval.

This Individuality containg some of the great

qualities to which the euiogists are constantly

referring, some of the petty elements which en-
rage the opposition. The thing that i really
most interesting, and most characteristic, about

Victor Hugv la the way in which he combined

the great and the little, the way in which to

this day he puzzles the reader through his con-
tradictions of himseli. Thus we feel that he is
not wholly wrong when he writes Lo Sainte-

Beuve as follows "You have always thought

me ruled by my | cad, whereas 1 am guided by

my heart. To love, and to need love and friend-
ship, apply these two words as you like, is the
principle of my existence, whether in Joy or
grief, before the world or in private, heart-whole
or not.” To throw this out of court entirely
might seem cynical. To say that it was just

Hugo's talk might seem unsympathetie, Yet it

s Impossible to Keep these seeptieal thoughts

at a distance, They are present throughout a

study of his works, and In a perusal of his cor-

respondence they follow the reader down every

page.

L

Hugo took himself with papal seriousness dur-
g the years of {dolatry which the French Na-
tlon gave hlin in his prime. He took himself in
much the same way before he haid made his
mark. One of the early letters in this new vol-
ume is addressed to M. Louis Pavie, father of
young Victor Pavie, who, at the time of this
carrespondence, was heginning a Iterary career
with eriticism and original work. Hugo writes
to thank Pavle pére for some kindness recelved,
and then goes on: “You do more; you send me
your own works, so matured, so full of wisdom
and esprit, and your san's verses, w hich sparkle
with youth and poetic feeling. These latter are
your productions too, dear sir, and 1 believe |
shall not offend your netural pride as an author
and a father by asserting that, remarkable as are
your writings, your son is still the greatest of
your works., This, by the way, is what was
sald of Homer apropos of Virgil.  Tell your
young eaglet, dear sir, your Victor, that there
{s another Victor who would envy him—if envy
could co-exist with affection--his fine poem on
David, ‘le Julf, la Mer, and 'le Lac,’ an in-
genious and inspired composition, and, above all,
his charming elegy of ‘U'Enfant’ Tell him
especially not to hide his head under hig wing,
his wings are made to soar aloft, and his eyes
to gaze at the sun, 1f my five-and-twenly years
(for 1 am near that) gave me some right of ad-
vising his eighteen, 1 should advise him"—but
on this climax we may pause. Could anyvthing
be more pompous, more artificial? It iz easy to
say that Hugo's fmmaturity explains it, but as
a matter of fact it does nothing of tz=e sort. He
wrote that way ail his life long. The present
volume {8 full of similar solemnities, and, Indeed,
the collection threatens to be, for this reason, a
dreadful bore. But it is interesting to get at
Hugo's personality. Whether for gond or bad he
1= no commonplace subject, and nowhere does
he draw hig portrait with so much accuracy as
in these pages of unconsclous rhetoric.

The Ilast phrase points tp the secret of his
character and indicates, morénver, not only what
{s cheap, but what is fine In the man, The rhe-
torleal afflatus sometimes has its root in a large,
generous turn of mind, in a warmth of ideas,
which Is not unrelated to warmth of feeling, and
there is always a hope in Hugo's roader, always
a vague bellef that somehow, at the hottom of
his soul, the man had an inspiration of grandeur
and would have made it heroically manifest it
his pasgion for language had not run away with
him. That it did run away with him i= undenia-
ble in the face of his novels, and the fact s atill
more patent 1o the observer in the presence of
the correspondence, but the saving tiniech comes
out ir the latter as in the works. Take, in H-
justration, the passage In which Hugn alludes
ta Delacroix, In a letter to Baron Taylor. There
was a richness of tone and a hreadth of fecling
to the man who could, in 1820, a year almost as
significant as the one whirh followed, write a
thing like this: “Talking of great painters, do
not belleve, with a few stupid newspapers, in
the front rank of which 1 unhesitatingly place
“The Globe, that Delacroix ig not up to the
mark. His ‘Sardanapalus’ ia a splendid thing,
and so grand that It cannot be grasped by smail
minds.” There you have the sympathetic and
intelligent nature, speaking out at a time when
intelligence and understanding geemed  dead.
But Immediately follows the revealing trait which
carries us back to the lesser Hugo: "I only re-
gret one thing, and that i that he did not rep-
regent the funeral-pile as on fire; this fine scene
would have been still finer had the foreground
been a mass of flames.” Is not this plea pure
Hugo, the very sign manual of his taste for piling
Pelion upon Ossa?

Part of thls excess In Victor Hugo eprang from
his innermost nature, part of it was due to the
rble which fell to him on the threshold of his
career. The story of “Hernanl” need not be
retold In this place. Everyone recalls at the
mere mention of the drama all that It meant to
the France of the thirtles, and especially ta the
young writers of Parle. Gautler's red walsteoat
{s one of the most famillar things In the history
of the theatre. But these letters of Hugo's glve a
renewed sense of his own connection with the
great romantic campalgn. Many of them wera
written in the tnick of his first theatrical ex-
ploits, and they revive perfectly the atmosphere
in which he llved. It fa, perhaps, not to he
wondered at that he took himself serfously, He
was in the eye of Parls. He found himself the
standard-bearer of a new literature. His tactles
imply what the conditlon of things must have
been. When he writes to the Minister of the In-
.terlor protesting against the deciglon of the cen-
sorship against “Marion de Lorme," and begging
for falrer treatment of “Hernanl," he explains
frankly the light in which he regards his oflicial
eritles: “Tha dramatle censors.” he says, “are
all taken from the literary party opposed to us,
which {8 a eompliment to the party that clalms
full llberty in artistic matters, to which I am
proud to belong (not that I wish to saddle the
whole of the old school with the faults of some
of its members, but 1t Is a fact I point out by the
way). Now, these censors, mostly dramatic au-
thors themselves, all of them Interested champl-
ons of the old literary as well as of the old po-
litical régime, are my opponents, and, if need
be, my natural enemies.”  Natural enemies!
That hits the nail on the head. Huga's literary
antagonlats were his personal foes, and when this
is said, not Hugo's feeling alone s touched upon,
but the general feeling which made him, which
put him in his place and kept him there, which

a8, an has been sald above, that he owed part

of his pontificai manner and his excess in matters
of taste to the elevation upon which the public
movement of the time placed him. He was ayoung
man when he threw down the gauntlet of ro-
mance agalnst the classicists, and since “Her-
was made the rallying cry of his factlon it

is no wonder that his head was turned, that he
Jooked upon himself as a very Important person,
who, as;an Individual, was waging a battle
against individuals. It was not in his nature to
morgé himeelf in romanticism. He preferred to
regard romanticism as merged In himself. This
% f8 whioh gives him, to some extent. at Jeast.

the alr which has been pointed out In the letter
to M. Louls Pavie; this it Is which sets the tone
of the appeal which he sends to Paul Lacroix,
Legging him to Join a hody of “clagqueurs’” at one
of the performances of “Herpani”: “We must
not rest on our laurels. The encmy 18 on the
alert, The third performance must discourage
them, if possible, Therefors, n the name of our
cherished freedom, summon the whola clan of
brave and falthful friends for Monday. T look 10
you to help me in pulling out this last tooth of the
old classic Pegasug. To the rescue, and advanece!
. . Tell your good brother that 1 count on
him for Monday, although ‘Hernani’ must hare
him terribly., The great cause is at stake, and
not myself personally."”

The eoncluding sentence of this letter, it may
be oblserved, is hardly exact. Hugo could ex-
hibit a ecertain sort of modesty, but in the long
run It was “maoil-ineme’ quite as much as “the
cause,” for which he fought, Within a fort-
night of the letter to Paul Lacroix he wrote an-
other to Armand Carrel, in which he alludes to
his proseription by the Academy in A vein of
delightful eomplacency, and he takes pains to tell
kis eorrespondent that his life hag been one nf
solltude, of conscientious devotfon to art.  “In
an age when everything Is done by salons and
rewspapers,” he declares, “I began and contin-
ued my career*without a single salon or news-
paper.’  Yet the epistle to Lacroix, apropos of
the classiec opposition to “Hernanl,”" shows that
he was not above fighting the enemy with its
own weapon, i e, personal Influence, and there
I8 more than one letter in this collection which
points to the asking of favors or the anticl-
pation of favors to come. The ring of the let-
ter written to King Joseph in 1831 is not alte-
gether free from the harsh tang of self-interest,
“Pormit me, then, sire, to offer Your Majesty, as
a personal compliment, a copy of my last work.
2 . 1 hope you will read it with Indulgence,
You will see in it. as in all my other works,
the name of the Emperor. [ always allude to
him, hecause he is always in my mind. If Your
Majesty has honored me by reading what 1
have hitherto written, vou will have noticed that
in each of my works my admiration for your
illustrious brother has grown decper and deeper,
more and more heartfelt, more and more fres
from the rayalist alloy of my early days, Count
on me, sire; the lttle T ean T will do for the
helr of the greatest name in the world, I think
he can save France. T will say it. T will write
i, and, pleasge God, T will print "

That sounds very loyval, and possibly fell upon
the Bonanarte eiar with no suggestion of anght
but fidelity, Certainly Hugo showed, on the
whale, that he had a patrviotic heart His rec-
ord through the maze of the politics of his time
i clear enough, even if his crown of exile is ig-
rored.  Yet. fn u way difficult to define, his
waords fanl to ~arry conviction, and the explana-
tiom would seem to be that he utterad too many
of them, that he lald on his coloys a little too
lavishly, Writing to Mlle. Louise Bertin, who
was (omposing the musie for an opera founded
on “Notre Dame de Parls,” he says: T know of
a good and happy family for which 1 have a
heartfelt affection, and that is yours.™ So far,
g0 good, But when he continues and ohserves
o1 would give the rest of the world for Leg
Hoches, and the rest of the people in it for your
family,” the reader Kknows that the line be-
tween truth and hyperhole has heen passed. Tt
jg plansible to say that it is ouly the line he-
tween mattér-of-fact prose and graceful gal-
lantry: but the style |8 too characteristic of
Hugo: one gets sick of his sugared compliments,
sh sick of them that all his fair words begin to
seem false,  Occasionally the note 18 true and
Qignified. Read the brief letter in which Hugo
tells Mérimée that he exonerates him  fromn
all compliclty in the suspension of “Le Hal
s Amuse” The diction there iz simple and
manly. But turn from this exceptional frav-
ment to the correapondence béeating ubon Wi

winld geem to have beer o misunderstianding
petween himself and Sainte-Beuve that dn-
volved Mme. Hugo. The ardent perfods sug-

gest @ maudlin sentimentalist. and jt is nmusing
to think of what Salnte-Beuve himself must
have thought of them, Sainte-bLeuve, with his
gerenity and his unerring sense of peasgire
victor Hugo never had a sense of measure
He couldl advise Vietor Pavie on gquestions of
rhythin and stand out for “an internnl regu-
larity in the arrangement of the metre” but,
curiously, he had no such internal polse hims: 16
This applies to his poetry, In spite of the Swin-

bhurnian tradition; it applies to his novels, w hich | w

are among the most amorphons things in fictlion:
and it applies to the whole bfe and character
of thelr author, He wae a sentimentalist all hia
life: how much of one the reader may udge
from the following passage, If from no other, In
this correspondence. Tt is enough to gilence the
Hugolaters themselves: “1 went o see Cham-
bord vesterday.
larly beautiful it is
kind of poctry, every folly, even, is represenied

Every enchantment, overy

in the admirable quaintness of this palace ..rI
! the most modern temperament with o sense of It=

knights and fairica. I cut my name on the tup
of the highest tower; | took away a Nttle stone
and moss from i1, and a piece of the framework
of the window o1 which Francis I wrote the
two lineg;

“Souvent femme varis,

Bien fol gui &'y flel
1 value thesi two relics highly”

9

Nn doubt the *“relles” were treasures Lo pos-
sess; but what a flood of light the confessed
vandall=m lets In upon the last instincts of the
man., It ig Inconeeivable that any one of abeo-
lutely puiszant and refined genlus could have
done such a thing. Tt is the deed of a man with
& tinge of vulgarity In his soul, o tinge of Intel-
lectual dishonesty. Hugo deceived himselfl as
to his gifts. After that It was not =so difficult
as It might geem to decelve the French preople,
which, for all Its sagaclty, Is terrihly prone to
take o man at his own valuation, Hugo set his

You cannot Imagine how singu- |

fury of rhetorie, half-ordy and half-emotional, |

to which the cold2st critic in the world would
have to vield homage, It {s because he has these
gifts that Hugo stands, as has been sald, mid-
way between the two extremes of criticlsm. He

is too rhetorical really to deserve Swinhurne's |

panegyrics. His rhatorie has too much real en-
thusiasm and tor mueh originality for him to
sink so far as his letractors would have him
sink. The abvious judzment would seem to b
that he combined, as has been said, the great
with the litle, the greatness of a superb work-
er in words with the littleness of a limited spir-
ftual force, His letters confirm the hypothesls
to a dot,

We speak, it should be added, with reference
to the volume hefore us alone.
two, and the second, which will be brought out
in & short tims, in similarly handsome form,
might do something to modify the Impression
made by the letters now offsred to the publie.
Yet this seems unlikely, especially sinee M. Paul
Meurice has shown himself g0 tactless an editor
already that only an averwhelming mass of
first-rate material could eave him from diselog-
ing his hero in as aorry a plight as he now ie
made to experience. 1L 18 doubtful, too, if even
a ralsing of the quality of Hugo's letters in the
next volume would do much good, The cat has
been let out of the bag through the reckless
manner in which M, Meurice has printed every
serap of writing upon which he could lay his
hands, [ugo cannot stand this, as we have
showr. Possilly, if he had heen edited with dis-
erimination, and the eream of twao volumes had
leen compressged into cne, our opinion of him
might have bheen changed. On the other hand,
we would have been docelved. The truth is what
is wanted, and to have all of Hugo's trivial let-
ters, as well as his manliest communi atlons, 19
to he able to walk arourd him, as It were, and
to study him at full length, 5o studied, it must
e confessad  that he leaves the reader gad!ly
dizeatiefed; so much so, In faet, that in looking
back over the correspondence one feels no gratl-
tude as one feels In recalling the Jetters of
Thavkersy or Fitzgerald or Lowell, These men
stand for things tenderly huamane and ayvmpa-
thetic: they add to our knowledae of human
nature, Hugo adds nothing te auy weperal fund
of fecling and understanding; he inereases solely
cur knowledige of hitaself.  Binee he 12 an im
poriant author, one s glad of that
simply as a matter Inforimation;
it means siso o distiusionment, the letters are

nil bt sinee

leag wileome

It Is the first of |

volume might seem to deny him, moreover, so much
as a lyrist's wreath, He Introduces & SONE tor
Judith, in the third book, with the declaration that
3 Like a mist
The musle drifted from the sllvery strings.
This Is too high praise, The stanzas that follow,
beginning, “The small green grapes in heavy clus-
ters grew,' contaln no musie at all. But this must
pot he taken us an iustentin of Mr. Aldrich in his
lyrie moments. He his heen melodious too many
ilmes for this one fallure to be reckoned agninat
him.

The fallure of “Judith and Iolofernes” as A
whole Is not to be regarded with so much urbanity.
There |5 something susplelous in Its flaceldity. The
topid narrative provokes a surmise that Mr. Ald-
rieh, with all his imagination, 18 nevertheless un-
#ble to see the full glory of his theme. That s n
forlorn thought to have, about a poet. It may he
fulrer, however, to dixmiss It In favor of the ex-
planation offered above, that Mr. Aldich is out of
his element In this work, and therefore not entirely
to blame. It Is the easler to accept this interprela-
tion of his !mpotenes ag the singer of Judith's fame,
tnusmu~h as he has imbedded in this book several
pazsnges which reeall his descriptive art In its most
attractive phase, e does nothing o make his
Arama deamatic, but e provides a beautiful plet-
ure when he tells of Judith in her tower and of her

ankelle cfeitant. 10 Mreo Aldrich ecould reproduce

| passlons, emotions, as well as he reproduces ap-

| has
increass, |

! operiod

We wotid rather have cherished |

a lttle more eonfidence In him and ace sorry |

to gee it taken away, The novels leave us in

| approve of th

possession of the hellef that Hugo was a great |

romanticlst,  The letters suggest that he
a cold-blonded actor i whom cheap sentiment
toak the place of strong aml permanent feeling.
If the reader doubts (his let him examine the
letters touching upon the hirth and death of
his first child and the few months of 1ife granted

to the Infant Never did the expression of

paternal affection sound so thin, These letters |

show unmistakalils In embryo the author of
“LIArt d'Etre Grandpére,” that I8 to say, the
author of a eontradiction in terms. bnaine an
arttul grandfather! It is ke a manufactured
poet.  Such a man lg Hugo in all the social re-
lation= of Hfe. He vengersd them over with the

gpirit of artifice

MR,

*

ALDRICI'S NEW

PorM,

wne |

A BTORY FROM THE APOCHRYPHA IN |
BLANK VERSE
JUDITH AND HOLOFERNES. A Poem. 1y
Thomns Halley  Aldrich Octava, pip vl 8
Boston  and New-York Houghton, Mifflin &
o,

To begin with, Mr. ALdrich put WS fnger upon
one of the Hne motives In Mterature when he
cligses the herole Judith of the Apod heypha for his
theme, In his pref he nhmes her with Chare
lotte Corday: and thourh the Muse of History
might resent the Juxta) ftien of the two women,
it 1s clear to uny merely sympathetic n i thnat,

fur cours the moderd herolnd Thnd the

losgerrdaey Fivil Onie anather across the

COMPARE
¥ ftath,

moreover, appeal 1o the imuarinastion with the sirne
notllity, 1 both o survives
and abiove the stern bonuty of that avenging
which they Modern e
timtdly Hfts fte head from time to time
thiat Charlotte Copdny wis nn asenpein, that Marat
wauR u victim, suerifioe, tinly the other
diy i very reasonable and persunsive attempt Wis

womanly  temlerness

GVEr
| FTLEL]

prersnified or Ism

nol on just

mude 1o whiten his memors Noodanldt If thers
ere any dovuments e weslble, we would have
some aone holidingg o brief for Holofernoes I oponr-
Ing svorn wpon his executioner. Hut the « of n
tremendotus doed ourries far, e=zpecinlly when the
fnstinet of man leads him o admire 1, snd Gt is
unlikely that anything will ever be sl which
couwdd rob Judith of the smallest portion of her
fiame. Bhe continues and will vontinuas to thrill
the reader of her story,  Why? Hecaude she wos
extremely Doautitol, and boauty s ino itself an ap-
poal 1o what 15 revereni and generous In mon,

| :
Further, the deed she did has not anly the grand.

our of a dim epleal time about It but teuches
andacity might., Judith struck o blow that
wis needed dn o very human erisis.  We may put
the whole drama far back Inte a sphere whereln
1ernel struggled ke a phantom race oo workd
elowsded by divine  pundshments  Hhaminated by
divine Ingpleations; but at the core of this legend
thers s a polgnaney of homan anguish and homan
victory which makes 11 every Inch as tangible aq
Charlotte Corday's aot or the Battle of Warerlon,
W feel that the men, the women, the childron of
tsrael, people ke ourselyves, needed the death of
Holofernes and the consequent destruction of the
Assvrian army. We feel all the dilleuities that lny
before Judith In the achlevement of that death, and

we reallze the subtlest emation of her contempor-

Carles that was aroused by her triumph

value high, and his has heen one of the splendid |

reputations of his eountry. There |8 no likeil-
hood of lts wanlng, either, because |t has been
based upon good qualities, as well as upon
others of merely specious character,
Impossible to feel that his was a fawless in-
gpiration, that his was a nature genulne through
and through, He recalls the poseur too often,
He writes to one friend: “The theatre Is a kind
of temple, humanity is a sort of religion. Medl-
tate on this, Pavie; it la & plece of great implety
or great plety; T belleve T am accomplishing &
migslon.”  There I8 nobility In the lines. Rut

But It s |

These things wre reallzed, we say, conshilering
Just the outlines of the story which we got from
the Apochrypha, Without Mr. Aldrich's wld we
can grasp the character of Judith,. The question s,
then, has he Intensified our sympathy, (Hlled out
our portrialt of her and one pleture of the scenes
in which she moved? Regretfully, these gquestlons
must be answered In the negative,  “Jduditihe and
Holofernes'' I8 a mature plece of work, aml the
very authority sund finlsh of Mro Aldrich’s art glve
1 on dignity which commands respect, Ut respect

wrdd sy |

| {8 not the tribute which the resder stands ready |

when in another letter to the same correspondens |

he desxcribes the kind of theatre he would Jike
to manage himself, It turns out that It would
be a private luxury, far removed from ‘“hu-
manity.” I shall only write the plays,” he

says, “and, once the machine is started, shail

perhaps go off and write them on the Lake of
Como, or on the banks of the Rhine, or In your
house.” It I8 a charming idea, but where does
humanity come In? “Through the gates of my
imagination,”” Hugo promptly responds, and
there we get the justification of his renown,
He never felt the ery of humanity In his very
soul, as Balzac, for example, felt It. He never
touched lfe as ghe younger Dumas touched it
He never meant, we belleve, with half as much
intensity as he should have meant them, since
he ured them at all, the protestations of love
and affection by which his correspondence is
rendered positively saccharine. But in the world
of Imagination he moved with supreme assur-
ance. Call him seatiments), as he undoubtediy
was, to the point of siekliness, Call him arti-
ficial, connzited, colossally concelted. He cannot
cacape the charge.  Hat any that he I8 one of the
great Imaginations of French lterature, and
you have done him the baldest justice. “'Les
Miserabler’ I8 damp with the molsture of arti-
ficial tears, “Quatre-Vingt-Trelze” I8 melo-
drama of the most unblushing description, but
both books have an Immense furd of creative
fire behind them. With them, as with the
poems and the other novels, there i & richness
of color, a fulness of atmosphere, a blaze and

to puy 1o o metrloal vorsion of o passionntely ro-
mantic tale. The lyrieal narration of Judith’s ex-
ploit ought to make the pulee bept fester, ought
to stir the emotions HKe o trumpet call, and true
blank verse has always o lyrical Arve oot It moves
wwiftly, melodiously, masterfully.  Mr, Aldrich's
vorse |8 sunvely phrased, yet i has no more move-
ment, no more passion than If he were celebrat-
ing the development of o mathematical problem,
Onee, and only onee, the slugglsh galt Is quickened,
It 12 In withip hnlf @ dozen pages of the conelusion,
Judith has smitten Haolofernes o hils tent, and her
flght with Muarah, the hand-malden, Immedintely
wfter, spurs Mr. Aldrich very nearly to nervous,
impulslve utieranes: '
A loud gong strack twelve
And the two women past the silent gaard
With measured fr‘llltHFleN pant, ax If to :m} Ver,
Put on the camp's lone edge fear gave them wing,
And glancing not behind, they fled ke wriiths X
e R S S
. B e ) : s and palsled trees, bluck

GR Up, un eI i ¢
Borme rl'lridnurn‘lmllr;llﬂll1Ier]I):‘u:l:;:-m.'n:Ll}:l AT
Made ery, and froze the blood about thelr hearts,
Across the plnin, with buckward-stronming hale
And death-white face, they Oed, onti]l at o
'['I]r's' rr--.ll-‘hrll ]lh(- rorky SLesp upon whose opest
T\I.: ‘Eil:;:r?‘,b.wm % loomed through vapor. This they

“ild with the pregna
And fung nu.ml';,qu, ,Intmrl‘ l'::::”rhr? rrlrtl;-"g:“...':,l'

8o fur as thin goes it ls spirited; and besldes biin
pletorfal, as Mr. Aldrich's best verse always i ::
undoubtedly wakes a sevse of Judith's terrified l‘rn-
satlons, Imperious now that the head of the he-
sleging commander Is in Marah's vapkin and the
tension of her sojourn in the Assyrine eamp s re-
lnxed. At the same time It v hardly pleusant l.n
have to admit thot a passase ke this represents
the poet's higa-water mark in the present Instanee.
He did better in “Wyndham Towers,” and that pmi
duction I= more elever than poetical, The melan-
choly truth seems to be that Mr. Alirich was never
intended to be a dramatie poet. s onthusiasm
will sometimes carry him through a brief eplsode
of dramatle slgnificance; but he needn the lyrical
form, ans wall an the lyrical Impulse, to take him

| even n short digtanes: acrosa a field marked by

stirring desds end sltustions.  Te siny one un-
famillar with his woik as & ariter of sons this

| ratlon,

prarances in this fragment, he might make a mns-
torplece of his “Judith and Holofernes,” supposing
e were to rewrite It some day. Only it is to be
hopgd that he will attempt nothing of the sort.

LITERARY NOTES.

AMrs. Reboeea Harding Davis writes 8o little now-
niliys that the younger generation may be exeusad
for forgetting that the mother of the author of
vPrineess Aline” I8 novellst herself. Her gloomy
story, “Life In the Tron Mills" s a much stronger
piece of work than Mrs, Burnert’s “Lass o' Low-
rie,” bat the former has gone Into the limho of
things neglected, while the latter hag won its way
into new editfons, Hoth stories, 1t must be admitted,
are somewhat hysterieal in tone,

Mrs, Dnivis has Intely written a now novel whioh
the Hurpers are hringing out under the title of
sRranecs Waldeans,” ‘fhere 1s n good deal of in-
tensity In the story, In which a mother who had
spent years of slavish devotion upoen her only son
weon lim begulled Into marriage by on adventuress,

“lnrissa  Furlesa,” W. E. Norris's new novel,
tor Its herolne a  falr woman who in
anger ot hoer hustand leaves him and finds intereat
andd ecevpation In various reformatery fads of the
Her e withont her lord s as Mr. Norrls
poitite out, far from pleasant, some of jta Ireitating
tnetdents being deseribed with much humor and
synfrtsm  The suther evidently doesn't

New Waoman,

aerecihie

Mr, Whistler |5 ta brinz out a new editlon of
wThe Gentle Art of Making Enemles.” Tt will be

| no mere reprint of the frst and now famous publl-

a considerably enlarged collection of
his inlmitable witticlsms. The book has been erlt-
Iejsed, of courss, and especlally by those whose
scalps the author so gleefully has eaptured, but
the erfes of thowe who have felt the sting of the
cpntterfly” will never diminish the effect of his

bt

(menurslons among Cthe serlous ones of this earth.”
The book s one of the wittlest of the eentury,
amd that lts wit 18 genuine I8 proved by the fact
that it 18 i fredh now as when it was irst brought
toy Meht. Take the retort upon “Oscar,” when he
1 followed & Lrlght saying of Whistler's with
the olseryvatior that he wished he could eall it his
awn. “You will, my oy, you will" replied the
padater, aned there 15 a0 Jough in this yet The
retart In the matter of “Halaam's ass” is entrance
ing. Whistler had compiars] some one o “the
firat grewt critie, who had opened his mouth to
Balonm.™ yeomes o third person and points
out thut “the ass wias right,” Re-enter Whistler
with the reminder that it Is the only case on
record,” and Cthe pge of miracles Is past,”  The

new edition of “The Gentle Art' will he a boon,
Pefore the end of this month, or, at the latest, in

sovembor, the first of Mro Henley's twelve volumes

of Byron will be published. It I+ gomd to see that it

will appear at i reasopable pree, amd 18 not o b
lnunehed solels (noone af those cxasperating aditiona
whirn nnolsseurs’”  alone may  possess,  They

Wil bt provided with a six-gulnes wilition, of courss,
el much may it profit them, but the publlie Is to

be Blossod with o set of convenlent and well-made
actavos ft less than §2 eacl. This s the mora to be
approved slnee It la upguestionably Irie, as Mr
Henlow  declares, ‘that the time Is ripe for the
powt's revival  Byron's sharp wit amd brisk din-
fecties will stpgdy cairrective to much af the fechie-

pess that b aMicting contemporary liternture,  Tle

wis nlwivs i tonle, even in the days when simplo-

EYRON AT THE AGE OF SEVENTEEN
tons nped his shirt collars, and made belleve they
bl prsstons. There will naturally be some of the
anme rubbish talked when Mr. Henley's new edition,
the Nest of any consequences to be printed in years,
has begun to have its effect. A Ityron revival in
Tomlon, while the minor poot pnd the minor proser
nre running about, i= ineoncelvable without w eer-
taln amouni of nonsenss in ite teain. But there 18
a wite andlenee of the most gerlous character walt-
ing for Byron, and the poems and letters, the dla-
Pl il spesches, will be awalted with the deepest
interest, They are famiiar now, yet they will take
a new lease of Ife under Mr. Henley's sagacious
edltorship.

The subseription to Hudyard Kipling's new ook
of ballads, “The Seven Seas,” 18 «ald (o have al-
roady reached 20,00 coples In England. Mr. Kip-
ting I8 one of the few madérn nuthors who have
won bath fortune and fame-fame, not notoriety.

Mr. Howells has boen busy of late, and the Har-
per publieations are to profit by his industey. His
povelette, “A Pulr of Datient Lovers,” 5 to appear
In the “Magazine while s novel, “Hagged Laady,"”
will rin throagh the “Hazar™ in the latter half of
‘. Hin per i recollectlons of D, Ollver Wen-
dell Holmes are to be published in the December
number of the magazine

Phere 15 saild to be new blogtephical matter about
Charles and Mary Lamb, as well as hitherto unpub-
lished letters from the brother and slster, In a book

D owlieh Wo L Hazlitt has sent to the preds, The vel-

ume & to be entithd “The Lambs; Thelr Lives,
Thelr Friends and Thelr Correspondents,”

The Merary jounrnals of London have, In moat
eanes, deellned to print Hlustrations, but one of
the oldest of them, “The Academy,” has at last
concluded to adaopt the practlce of printing small
ecuta here and there In 1te text, The paper passes
next month to u new proprietor, and Mr. Cotton,
the present FEditor will be suceeseded by Mr, Lewis
Hind, Tha latter lns been Editor of *The Pall Mall
Hudget,” and It Is belloved that he will introduce
some of the features of that publication Into "The
Avademy.”

Wiillam Morris will be the subject of & sump .us
yoluime to be published thia season. 1t will he un
elabornte survey of hir work ns “an industrial and
decorative nrtist, preserver (as distingulshed from
‘restorer’) of anelent monuments, and general
worker In the aesthetle movement of the day.”
The book has Lbesn written by Mr, Aymer Vallance,
n well-known dlsciple of Morris, and will be abun-
dantly lllustrated, some of the plates being fac-
similes of drawings by the artist himself. A com-
plete bibllography, Including the works printed at
the Kelmacoll Freas, will be given in the volums.

SANDRO BOTTICELLL

SOME UNFAMILIAR BPECIMENS OF HIS
ART.

THR ILLUSTRATIONS TO DANTE—A BOOK OF RE-
PRODUCTIONS FROM THE RARE DRAWINGS IN
THE BERLIN MUSEUM AND THE VATICAN
—SOME NOTES ON A FLORENTINE
PAINTER WHO WAS ALSO A POET.

Of all the artista of the Italian Renaissance
the one who has most frequently occupled the
attention of the critics has been Sandro Bot-
ticelll. Less typ.cal of his time In some re-
spects than several of his contemporariea or
{mmediate followers, he ls, nevertheless, an in-
cessantly recurring figare in the history of
Southern painting, of Southern Imagination.
He possessed, indeed, one of the most Imagina-
tive minds of the fifteenth century, and, per-
haps, one reason why he has been gtudied with
so much enthusiaam s that he, more than most
artists of his day, stands for the poetic in-
gpiration which was the most important In
Renalssance culturs. I* Is a curious fact that
tor all hig significance to amateurs and critlcs
of art, he should have remalined eomparatively
unknown until now in one of his most remark-
able works, the set of lllustrations drawn for
Dante's “Divina Commedia.” Those drawings
have been known to specialists, Waagen dis-
covered them in the collectlon of the Duke of
Hamllton, at Hamllton Palace, and sinee 1882,
when they passed from that collection to the
Royal Museum of Berlin, they have been more
widely known. About the time of the Berlin
purchase, too, there were found in the lbrary
of the Vatican at Rome eight drawings which
obviously belonged to the same series. These

also, which wete hought by Pope Alexander
VIIl from the library of Queen Christina of
Sweden on her death at Rome in 1650, have
not besn altogether hidden from view. But it
has remained for the enlightened enterprise aof
he present day to give the entire set of plotures
o oreally extensive clreulation.

They lie before us In one of the noblest vol-
umes which the typographical and reproductive
arts have given to the world in a long time, It
js published in this country by Messrs. D,
Mead & (o,  They bring it forth in an edl-
tion lmited to 500 coples for England and
America, which edition was printed in quarto
form at the Lnperial Press in Berlin, T title
PORe TUNS as foliows: “Drawings by sandro Bor-
tieelli for Dante’s ‘Divina Commedia)’ Reduced
Fac-8imiles after the Originals in the Royal
Musenm, Berlin, and in the Vatican Library.
With an Introduction and Commentary by B\
Lippmann' According to the commentator of
this volume “the sheots on which the drawings
are made are of fine goatskin parchment, aver-
aglng 124 Inches high by 184 Inches wide. n
the smooth, or so-called ‘fleshy side” are  he
drawings, on the rough or ‘halry side’ of fach
shost @ canto of the poem, divided Into six col-
umng, and written in a character known in Italy
a8 ‘Alle Antiea The original arrangement of
the sheots was such that the text to each lllus-
tratlon faced it, so that the reader, on opening
the book, had both drawing and poem hetore
hm. . . All the drawings are sketched In with
a soft siiver-point, probably composed of an
alloy of silver and lead, and Anished with the
pen In black or brown Ink; the lightly touched
sutlines are shaded here and there where model-
ling I8 to be suggested”” These lines, with our
tac-simile of the drawlng (o accompany the
fifth canto of the “Paradlso,” will give the
render a clear ldea of the facts of this work of
Hottieell's, Herr Lippmann discreetly asceribes
the Dante (Nustrations to a perld, say from
1480 to 1490, when Hottieelll was attracted hy
the sermona of Bavonarola, and drifted into a
veln of penslve ratlocination highly favorable
to the elaboration of Dantesque subtleties, He
wae born in 1HG, and died in 1510, 80 it will be
goen that the Dante drawings belong o the
evening of hisa eareer. In that coniemplative
twilight Iet those follow him who will with
questiong ag to the meaning of this drawing
or that. DifMfeultles will attend their quest, but
Herr Lippmann 18 as lueld as he s erudite. For
every lllustratlon he providea an explanation
that s in the maln saffclent. His note on the
drawing which we reproduce, for example, I8
brief but adequate. It represents, he gays,
Dante gazing upon Beatrice and dazzled hy the
supernatural brightness of her face. She an-
swors In the negative Dante’'s Inguiry as to
whether man can muake atonement for broken
vawa by other gervice. From the commentary
In (his heok, however, it I8 tempting to turn
without delay to the drawings themselves,

Merely as (llustrations of Botticelli's style,
merely as so many practically new records of his
artistie felicity, these drawings will rank at once
among the most precious documents hronght by
the printing press within the reach of the stu-
dent. In their linear simpliclty the: seem to
preserve the very essence of the man's charm
his quaint orlginality, his grace, his infinite dnlil
cacy. No one ever conveyed 80 much In a mere
sweep of the point. Draperles with Botticelli be.
come something more than mere coverings for
the human form. They are flung, indeed, over
forms more divine than human, and their diaph-
anous flutter seems to be due to breezes bhlow-
Ing from realms undiscovered before him, His
genlus was fragile in quality. He'lived the life
of a typical busy Florentine, managing a great
studlo In which his pupils carrled out designa
for him as though in an every-day workshop, but
the soul of this painter escaped the contamina
tlon of every-day things. When he painted the
nude, as in his famous “Venus™ of the ["Mzi, he
exhibited a purity of feeling as unmistakable as
that which distingulshes his numerous panels of
the Madonna. He was a pagan In both cases; he
painted religlous and mythologlcal themes out of
the same Inspiration, Lut since this Inspiration

made for beauty in ita mons Tefined setate, there

ment of either sacred or profane
sought In both the glamour that his
perament demu..ded. He has called 5 o
ancholy man, chiefly beeaul::: m“'
women are nearly always drooping
seems to be a hurden of unutterable
his paganism was of that fine, joyous
excludes all morbidi.y from a work ‘,g“

.

Under m‘

'
et Ny

matter how sorrowful his faces

ures In which they appear aram:: ‘:’-‘Mn

from sorrow. They were painted oyt ‘,:.. frie
ing for dellght, out of an enthusiasm Ihr. tong..
ness. The grief which strik 1 the lovei.
in so profoundly touchir~ a way |p tha * i
of the T'Mzl, those circular palntings |
the Madonna s splendidly enthroned Is
which never disfigures. There (s nnﬂ'l[ag. o
wrenching about it. Tt in rather the gof “Ill-
choly which one feels In the loneliness ofa
tiful moonlit night, among the mountaing
by the sea. Out of the dark, glimmerip
there comes an emotion wkich for all jis
Is a source of deep spiritual refreshmeng.
Iy analyzed, It would probably be mm“m
the intense appre:‘atinn ¢ heauty, ap o
tion so passionate as to border upon teary,
ticelll's sadness Is of much the same gopt: n‘l-
gests the wearine s of a gonlus nven-a.im
its closeness to the very arcanum of spirly
sensuous beauty. Tho mystical figures of
“Venus,"” of the equally famous "Prirunn.-
the “Giuditta & Oloferne," of the mag
which exist In Italian galleries outside of
ence, in the Louvre, in the National Gallery,
Russla and In Germany, tremble on the hrh‘ -
a world In which corporeal forms are refined *
elements In harmony with supernatural iy,
In the lllustrations to Dante there is
a slde of Botticelll’s art which i8 not often sufll.
clently studied by those who have confined thelp
investigations to hi® paintings alone, In thosy

o
K hourg

he hag more than once caused modern eriticiss
to winee under defects of mere draughtsmanship,
mere aclence, of which It seems Incredible that
s0 great a master could have been gullty, But
the technical mastery which ecomes out o roys
aily in the poriraits by Botticelll, and in such
draughtsmanship a8 he gives us in his “Venus®
is shown at Its very hest in the Dante drawings
In them all the artist’s hand would seem to have
traced with unfailing accuracy and elasticity the
promptings of his fecund imagination. In the
drawing for the twenty-seventh canto of the
“Paradi=go,” wherein Dante and Beatrice are
gurrounded by elreling ranks of angelic figures,
the myriad linea of the composition are held to-
gether in a unity not only compact, but ex-
quisitely graceful. Grace! That is the quality
without which Bottleelll could not have hreathed
his enchanting dreams upon parchment or upm
wod, A deslgn sprang into being under his ant
In this degree or that of complexity, of simplieity;
but whether he dealt with one figure or twealy,
the work always preserved a delicate poise, 8
symmetry of line, which makes him to-day one
of the first of exemplars in all that pertains 19
reposeful and wise composition, Some owlis
eritics would have It that In this organic halane
of his Bottlcelll anticipated the decorativ
painters of modern arts the men who propas
that a canvas ghall be deftly “flled.” its e
stituents fused Intu a “pattern” of so much
or color, It ig a pretty faney, but it will hardy
bear scrutiny outside of the esoterie eclreles i
which “art” consists of a high-flown jargon and
an adoration of Mr. Whistler. That distie
guished painter having nlways made his com:
position o decoratlve unit as well as a totaliy
of Intellectual Interpretation, there have bet
soores and scores of young painters to sased
that he stopped ar the decorative scheme. T
same sort of painter, the same sort of eritid
Imagines that Hotticelli stopped at the samé
boundary. But he really went far beyond It
This Ia the polnt that perhaps needs to be moet
emphatically enforced upon the student of the
present time. When he ia told to go to Frottieeld
for instruction In the handling of !rapoeries, b
wantas o recognize also that his time will b
wasted if he studies the draperies alone, His o
Florentine master is above all thines a teachef
of Imuginative art; he is above all things a8
ideallstic Inspiration.  The Dante (llustrations
will prove an invaluable hoon if this truth |s Arme
Iy grasped. Studied reverently, taken as the
wark of a sensitive thinker as well as a consume
mate eraftsman, they will fertilize a l)'mp!tw
mind far more than il the teachings of the
schools. Tt was i » “art for art’s e dilettante
who left this legacy to the world, no matter what
may be said about his fastidious trifting with tbe
courtly toples of the Modicean era, It was not
trifiing for him, any more than it was for bis
prinealy supporters. Much amateurishness ther
was, beyond question in the epleurean cireles
the Florentine Renalssance, and the sifter of
feverish period must forever be on the alert to
separate what was artificlal from what was spod-
taneous and genuine in the productions of paiot-
er, poet and prose writer. But with
there need be little vigilance. He at least Wt
sincere to the core, If it Is sald that he
not belleve at once in his mythology and his Ro
man church, the answer, though paradoxical, s
just—he did belleve in both, That was the p&=
culiar privilege of some of the finest spirits of the
Renaissance. They were not good Christisas
you llke. They were not genuine pagans.
in some delightful fashion not wholly compre*
heneible to the nineteenth century, they
move amid classical or churchly scenes with 8
equal conviction as to their reality. What
created in art or In literature out of the
tion which they got from both springs, they €%
ated with such enthusiasm and with such
that their work stenda aa Immovable
posterity as It stood before themselves,
Botticelll sent his ?uln “Venus" M:
studio, when he finished his picture
“gpring," when pr

he had completed one of hi8

donnas, it 8 impossible to imagine him Y

ferentiating one of these works from '”""'..

saying, "This one Ia serious, this one s s

For each painting his farewell must have

the same, "Go, thou vision of eternal
coment. 1

care not whence thou
and belleva




